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took each roast-pig in his arms, like a baby, he turned twice round to show it off to the surrounding crowds, and made some jocular remarks that I wished I could understand, for every one laughed. His manner reminded me of an auctioneer at home, and I fancy some of his hits were personal, but given and taken in thorough good-nature. . . . And while he was receiving and displaying the gifts, and amusing the people, other king's men were busy making lists of all that was brought in ; one could not but be struck by the mixture of barbarism and careful method of it all, a mixture that in many ways seems to me to be characteristic of Samoans.
Besides ourselves, only a few of the principal chiefs were admitted to Mataafa's house. Among these was an old ' talking-man} called Popo, with a face exactly like the well-known head of Dante; a likeness remarkably heightened by the green wreath which he wore about his brows in the same familiar way. He had come with his son that day, for the first time, to give in his allegiance to Mataafa; a great matter for the king, as they represent one of the most important families in the Islands, and have the right to bestow on the monarch one of the royal
names, Tuiatua.   According to C-----T-----, they
were very great people indeed, taking precedence of most of the other chiefs; in fact they were * just like our dukes at home' (!). The son had